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am the waking child 

lingering, climbing, clinging, clutching 
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the wayward son of a mountain lake 
of icy -liquor tears, of a silent earth 
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set myself on fire, to breed 
the perfect element 
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\bu claim I don't know you, but I know you.well 
I- read in'those ash eyes we’ve been through hell 
walked with the weakest just to feel strong 
feu'v^^iven your bod/ gust to belong ^ - 

Jjet’s"bum together 
Jet's burn together * 

£lhis pain-will never end 
The scars will never trend ;jt 


Scrubbing it harder 
Tbo late to hack out now 
Scribing it even harder 

As these two broken harnai desolate disordered worlds collide 



9am the /ears in your moufd 
9am ide weiyfit onyour shoulder 
9am ide sc/ -earn tfiai wan/s atif 
Tlndmy £eart /us/ coufdn '/ yrorv colder 

91ow ids iitir/iny me to suddenly see wdai 9Lave become 

9 r}t t must always de 

(ffk are s/if I on f/ie side waffs 

y&ar tdis voice, see id is irtan slandiny defare you 
9m /us/ a c/iifdt.rapped inside tde body of a man 

"71 re fa/ion, so oddity ofd- drednot lo fooe 
Suffers i/ie bea/en yrounds oj 9dioyfossia 
7*)e lafft Cut we do not speaf 

9oye/der onfy in our incapability /o feaue idis faffen pfayyt'oum 
iv)e rule (dis tmptre merely wild /dese few cripplediotys 
'jRusi in our faces 

9/iis is wfiat we can share - /his is aff we ca^Jke •w 


Seriously rue will 1 inner lo 
Gfiny lo i/s rusi anq pains 
jfarefool andtorn 
jfrea not but born io love 11 


our 


jffear this voice , see /his man s/andiny before tj 
9m jus/ a cdifd/rappedinside /dis faffen man 
See /dis cdifd 


















Ana no water couiq eve 

The anger from that f: 

I scratched the surfac 
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Someone wicked and bl: 

Where did it come to t 
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:hat end? 



' Looking at you I see her fac* 
Through all these years, just 
It all catches up on you whe: 

Iw back in that yard, tastin< 
Of pushing her down Of kids 
...their strongholds 

We had a bigger world - vJPh 
■ I. guess Lixever fully reaEs^ 


it sham< 
:heir gc 


We had a bigger world - we had a i 
I wish she'd never told us about b 
We were strong, we were much too 

Never forgive - never forget; 

We picked and pierced, we ripped a 
We hit and scratched to make in h< 
glares and eyes - whispers and not 
Attached to her every pose 

jfte fed her shouts 
||&r the collection of her voices 
Klwas too weak to collect - \ J 
pt so, it turned out, was she ; 
ffll^ith paid in soul for the ,cutM|feg 


I can see she prbv< 
he was called down 
sad thought 


























































I watched you die ‘ >. / 

Though you had always been th4re A ’ 
Since I first came into this world 
Outside people smile 
I ask why this deep blue sky? 

When you have left this world today 
Does it not know when to weep? 


All my life I've looked 
A humble old man who alwa^Tknew 
No one can ever be cl<Sser,to lod tha: 
So who could fill this void';V** 


I still,cant believe that 
That your warm voice wo: 
Sure I understand but i„r 
That you shouid.be gone 



Mother, at my first breatli?}'.?^ : 

Every paragraph was set 

As 1 inhaled the scent of debt ?n 

Motiier, that first stolen air 

Taken as a legal sign 

On papers saying l Y m not niine^y: 

"We crown you, the King of loss 
Better 1 get on your,feef ^ J 
Best be one ol 

Betterget yoursej|gipie!li,sMl 
l ; o:' success 

gross up as a S lai^niyllmcnM 
Charm the pi 
A breed lVomthcrsee 


Than this yam ti 

"Agovenmtenfa 
Now drawn fror 
Quite a bargain" 
Ypu.willljv&bv 


re Bound to Ji< 
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feel I’m no'foneiofus \ 


V'e’re all crvi 
Vc;re.all 4 dyji 
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Quite a bargain! d.say 













I thought I'd seen hell 

Thought I knew it all 

Now I Know too well 

Jtell *$ tf wake up 

*But it makes all the difference 

Tasting: the tears id my; mouth 
Taking the weight on my shoulders 
The hours and days Of yOur life 
Don’t necessarily make you older 

I'm sick Pi running away 
Along these bloody streets 
I'm sick of predators and prey 
-Of being; every body’s endf 

I've gashed my hands Of yOur blood 
Thought it Would leave me clean 
But'With time On my hands 
It turned to mud forming this crust of Sin 

Now - to be truly free 
I’ll'let it come to me 
5o - break me if you must 
When you break this crust 
Freedom is to see 

, Hear this voice, see this man 
Standing before you I'm just a child 
Just a man learning to yield 


I hate these hands soaked in blood 
I hate what these eyes have seen 
Vp to my knees in filth and mud 
How it hurts to become clean 
v ■ | U 

I was always On my mind 
But never On my side •. 

Rim - but if yOu run away *•< 

YOulidlwOyS have to hide 

t o if yOu need to run 
un for help | 



Song for the Innocent 

(what else can the dying do?) 


his ubiw if what n't can give I t x I 
Scarred from the way wc lived J 
1// those dreams wc sharedjmfyon 11 
Hotf I with tbcjr could, come trifc 


Bat killed fir a if^f^se 
Now we leave the wounds for you J 
What else can the dying do? '* 

. ..dll those dreams we shared for you 
God, 1 wish them to be true... 


WHmmm 
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Yesterday found him today 

Caught him at his last breath 

These walls built to stand ccme-what-may 

Lie shattered in the ashes 

His skin against this dirty floor 

Eyes fixed on the ceiling 

He has stretched those chains of sin 

Far beyond all feelings 

Still- so still... 


.Once he had forests and mountains 
That were only his - listening to him 
Once he would run through the summer days 
Catching memories for ages to come 
Now he is dressing this naked floor 
With his flesh and blood, and time passes by 
His trade of pain might just have lead him 
To a deal with consequence 
For sore change as • time passes by 


yJnce 

7had a mountain oj my own 
ls)ii£ moss and walls andmayic 
^ 71 nd a miy£ty view 

OAforest of my own 
£>isieniny to me 

S£owiny me its secretpat/)s and trails 
: Jreen wit/i depths andsfeepiny sunrises 
Jhorns that never cut 


In his head a thunderous 

Cry of desperation 

Tearing voices from his past 

Scream for his attention 

Behind those eyes a world explodes 

No one there to save him 

All pain that he's been passing on 

Answers to his craving 

Once more 


I am the waking child 
(Lingering climbing clinging clutching 
Craving clawing hurting falling down) 
I, the wayward son of a mountain lake 
(Of icy liquor tears, of a silent earth 
Of a rusty lid, of a wingless wind 
Of an eyeless storm, of fallen gods 
Who lost their way) 
I set myself on fire 
To breed the perfect element 


Ji pine of my own 
fferiny a seat in the sunset 
J j aintiny windy pictures 
flArahesyues * 

Of fortune and forever 
jfoo lai'ae to fit 
&ven in a cnii 


Falling far beyond the point of no return 
Nothing to become and nothing left to bum 

. 

arom this child 


Falling far beyond the point of no return 
.Nothing to become and nothing left to bum 


Stealing meaning* 

‘We took away,his reason ''***“' 

His soul ,put Under lock ana|key ^ •' 

His heart’ <bl acken ed ^rcm^ Fe^son ** 

Butif you take ^r^jrf^^se^ ou fear 

Everything they^al3e 

You have bred the^?fe^Kbast. ? 

Drained enough to kill^ou 

- * - r* . ' 

Falling far beyond the "point of-no* return 
Nothing to become and nothing left to bum 


(This is the end) 


s pocket 

' 9Cow , : 

.Arabesques offoryetfulness 
Are left to burn holes 

In my white tapestry andtanyible wallpaper 
Once ■■ . 

7had a world of mu own 


Nothing left to say 
The pain will go away 
Now you must surely see 
That you are killing me 
Now you are killing - me... 
Now you are killing me. .. 

Now you are killing me... 


(You must never leave this shame!) 


Watching unseen untouched bleeding 
Eirpty exposed dying eyes closed 


Is this more than you want? 















The Perfect Element 

"The Perfect Element, part I" is die first half of a planned two-piece concept revoking 
around childhood and adolescence. What is forming us as individuals, what makes us 
tick - and what makes some people stop ticking, or make other people stop ticking? In 
a way this is thus a classic bildungsroman, but in this form perhaps with a bit more focus 
on tne social and educational aspects of the forming of the individual. 

Even though parts of this concept and its emotions are influenced by our lives and others’ 
we want to emphasise that it should not be seen as an autobiography or true story. 
However, we hope and believe that anybody with the ability to feel pity and empathy 
should be able to relate to this story and recognise themselves throughout the album. 

If not in the situations then at least in the spectra of emotions displayed through them. 

Pain of Salvation would like to thank: 

Theo, Tomme, Bengtsson, Pontus and Cindy at RoastingHouse. Mattias Bengtsson/MB Productions for all useful 
information about artwork standards. Naohiro and Hiroshi at Avalon. Thomas, Matt and Michael at InsideOut. 
Jim Pitulski and John EvosCvic at InsideOut America. Moists DellaMonica at Hellion. Johnny Moonshine. 
Fredrik Hallgren and Elin Iggsten. Ulf Nordstrom at Malmo Musikhogskola, Musikborsen Malmd, Sormlands 
Sinfonictta, Svcn-Olof juvas and Jonas Burman. Henrik,Karlsson and Micke Pettersson. MP. The guys in the 
falafel trailer at the parking lot by the gas station. Lazio for their wonderful pizzas. 

European tour 1999: Fredrik "The Mobile Party" Rud (one finger.. .), Eldritch, Threshold, Laurence and Andy, 
Franklin - the greatest tourhus driver there is, Roberlo ("buried old!"), Rob and Chris. Fredrik Roman and Niklas 
Johansson. The tattooed girl with friends and the Dutch couple who t ravelle d between'countries just to see more 
of us, all our fans all over Europe who came to see us, all our NewsLetter subscribers Whom we finally got the 
chance to see face to face and all the people sending us feedback and photos from the tour. 

We hope to see you all again soon! 

Progpower 1999: Rene Janssen, Wolverine, Mayadome, the Hulsegge brothers and everybody who came from 
abroad tx/seg us. Kenji Kanaka, Darrin Griffin, Julian Thorpe-Fairall, Joe DeAngelo and Daniel Gomes, 
Liselotte Hcgt, Studicframjandct Eskilstuna, MGK Data, Villa Soderas, Hedge Komer, Basse Lindcll, Balsta 
with staff, Kcckc and Kjell, Micke and Bosse. 

Finally wc want to thank all our wonderful and devoted fans that listen to our music, come to our shows, contact 
us, subscribe to our NewsLetter and Mailing List, and do all those extraordinary things for us oh their own 
initiatives! We arc sorry that we have been unable to reply to. your e-mails, but we have had a very hectic year. 
Nevertheless, you should know that we are doing the best we can to get on top of that endless pile of e-mail 
messages ahd interviews that we have received, and that, you are making us happy and warm with every word and 
every second you spend on us! You are the greatest! 

www.painofsalvation.com 



On the difficult art of appreciation And so... a new album, a new concept, another bumble footprint in the sands of 
ejierything, a new me and pewaps a new you -if sol welcome you - and consequently a new chapter to my ongoing list of love 
and admiration. The third in order, logically enough. 

CHAPTER III - To those without whom this world would have been a lesser place: 

Johanna, now my wedded wife and always my girl of die forests - a princess of the night now grown a queen. You are v 
paying debts for mv dream with every' minute without me, and 1 know that cost by its every name for we were simply not. 
made to be apart. I can only beg of you to have patience with this wayward Peter Pan, who at least strives to catch more 
than his shadow. 

1 want to thank all the people attending our wedding, and all of those who'made it happen. It was one of the loveliest 
days of my life and 1 am still moved by the warmth you all shared with us. Big hugs to my family who has been a loving, 
hut at some points admittedly very confusing, mixture of support and resistance throughout my life this far. 

I also send warm greetings to all other relatives that 1 do not see as often as 1 should. Hugs also to the Iggsten family, 

Erik and Klara (who decorate the cover of this album), the Hjalmarsson/lggsten family tor always 
being around in Gavle, Britta, Fredrik Rud and the other Rud and Iggsten families. 

Lilly, my dear grandma, died last year while we were on our European tour. She was the last of my 
living grandparents and with that loss I am now forever separated from an important part of my roots. 

Again it strikes me how surprisingly unequipped the human mind is for dealing with loss. 

After all these millions of years of evolution where the living are constantly left to form the 
future generations, and loss thereby should he one of the experiences that 1 can.be ccrtaiiYmy ancestors met, how- 
can it still hurt so much to lose someone close? Somehow mat makes me believe diat empathy and contemplation, 
even grief itself, have been important necessities for mankind - keys to our survival - and'should of Course still be. . 

I will always miss diem endlessly and I really wish to believe that w’C will meet again. If nof... 

More thanks: Micacl Sundqvist and Anna Sjostedt, two of die old ones still tiro.und this • 

absentminded fellow. Stefan Zell. Magnus, Niklas and Micke at.MGK Data. Hiroshi and 

Kiyoko Kaneko and Mariko for making my w eek in Japan,a wonderful experience! AV, 

Andy, Heidi, Per, .Andreas, Magan, Runnstrom, Peter, Musiklinjert - there are big holds in mv life where 
you all used to be. Bittan, I want to thank you for the stoTpn flower you gave me, and I am really sorry for 
ever hatting harassed you about being a vegetarian - just look at hie today - snacka om art bita i grasef... 

There are so many movies, books, albums, artists and games that have made’my life even moire worth living, 
hut no matter how'T look at it, nature exceeds all njjanmade thrills and arts: treCs and mountains, the deep woods 
and waters, cats and grass - even though hoth make^ me.sneeze. The sound of the ocean when you stand before it, 
no questions needed. Even answers unneeded - and- that, frienejs, is a rare situation. Sand. Every time I see someone 
reach out for someone else, evert" time we appreciate and.respect life: then .we are iii a sense making it all worthwhile. 

East and definitely least (had joke), love to the guys in die hand tor sharing Heaven and 1 fell with me. 

"If tw o million people do a foolish thing, it is still a foolish thing" perifee loathed, through hlrpenguin , Opus. 

Daniel is endorsed by KORG/Parker Guitars and uses Rocktron equipment from MusikBorsen. 

The bigger you get, the bigger the chances: of brings endorsed, and the /essyon need it. Such is the world. 







I w ould like to dedicate this ;ilbum to the 
memory of my grandmother, Sonja LangelL 


Thanks tor 

‘Hie 1 itngpfl family Kennetfl 1S< Klil,Jonas 
and jespcr. Mv grandparents -'1 'age and 
('hristina 1 uiksson and (file LmgelL My cats 
Sobol and I ‘bba. 


\nnika, Mona, Pc to; Kent, Jocke. Anna-lama. 
Tthor, Pierre and Andreas (dtta. limticki ruid 
Pyrex.jfldeis biskcforening - 1 jus, Magnus, Joh 
I lenkan and Rkxx 

Heavy Metal Heroes, Mis tie and Mogge. 


fume andfunil at M-Age Music, Sabian. 

\ lusikluiset. 1< >ny and Giaiiie at Tattcx > World 
and Magnus at Nuistv Art 


Johm Lanyi! m hist vh ’ uses Sebum yttdktk 
jofkm also uses Pearidrums, Remo dnuh heads 
dud I Ic Firtb drum sticks 



I would sincerely like to thank the following personalities: 

My lxjst ftieiv.1Henrik Kadssoif and his tovclv family; my fuzzy bass animal of the South -1 love you: . 
all|ader [xx >nlc; ,\ tom, Dad andl’wa- tliank you guys tor everything; Pascal and Picasso - curies; 

Magnus I lolmbetg, 1 letuik Baht, Bva Andotsson, Marcus Sigurdsson and all the other guvs at Kaiiskoga 
1*11SK: Made Thoten; Ida Bcngtsson with family; all tlx* colleagues and bosses at Si/R-Kskilstiuia; 

Jonas Bunrnn and Monica Geclda atSM'l; the Balsta staff.Bosse 1 .undkvist; mv faithful pupib; bunk 
'Attack; tlx* staff at MC iK-Data; C Jeotge at Neuser losses; Borbdta at Ken Smith Strings; Mabass; 

Rolxit Shading. 

J/hirdtHappy lliouyllfs ! 

, /yether' tie at v si/ one/ . . . it is noffustauayofspealiny, idsalrut/rofLije. . . 

'/Hit oik 1 man can also he as strong as a Hundredimen 

Ids all it) l/iemind .f ids alfaBoutconcentration antibelief 

■ /dm no! (edinyyou hJump off aioofftelieuinayou can fly 

jftuijfyou aim a star andlarxlthe moon, why rx/aitnfir somethtny yieuter? 

Jdte tt or /(/■ sfillof(jt eatthinys 
Hale t/iem at del beholdi/te true ylory of Life 
JCotHiny can saw'yotrfrom tltesohen trirtHandreality 
7 IHyrttn attaty? 

Slaty andehanye! 

. 1/ie earth HeJonys to us nil 

Jfurnanity is such asmad/jortofthe tulrolepopulation 
cSo nitty six midtie be the ones to deckle? 

L isteu to the ones ttltu cantxjfyjeal, tal/e to t/te ones who don V understandiyotw lanyuaye 
dale contact with the ones who seem tmreachable and lift upyour eyes to the sly 
_ ^ witness the chanyes you male 
Accept'others *mistakes 
Only fyou leep yuiet, fheconuersathn ends 
JRalteyourself/ieardandyou can cHanye ilte world 
/jutfirst ehanye youi-self into some thinyyou month he 
J)e nice tv everyone andeverythiny, distxiyarrlinysize, colour or intelbyence 
l)e ate tdlcreated differently 

(Jr votedwith fooe andwith clprotnisinyfufut v ofhecaminy somethiny yt eat 
'/Jut we already are. . . 

Take care, and help us making this world a better pla 

Kristojjer aide iiliiw c.xclt/siiv/y uses Ne/iser basses. 








'/ jr/atiiifliC'it 


t ^/fatnttwy arif/^’/f/. 


I wish to take this opportunity to thank: 

Berke Breathed’s Opus (the Penguin), the 
scent of lilacs, the TV-show Mad About: you, 
my chamber musician friends at the university 
you mean a world to me, Anders Kilstrom, 
Martinus, Rov Okutani, tea and all wise people 
that constantly seem to cross my path. 

1 truly find meaning and so much love around 
me that soothes this heart of mine and 1 hope 
I am able to give some back. 


'There is no best, only different! 




My grandparents for their endless support. 

Gote for being my best friend. 

The Hallgrcn family. 

My mother and brother. 

The Eldh family. 

My cats, Gubben, Gumraan and Sivan. 

lanne, Robin, Pierre, Gabbe, Oscar, The Villa Soderas staff, 
itippe, Mirrc, Adam, Heikinen, Peter Pctrcrsson, Ola Molander, 
Johan Agren, Micke Hornell, Lars Hendelmo, Micke ()sterberg, 
Alicke Ekroth, Johan Lopt, Bo Lundkvist, Mr. Simo, Lars Rydberg, 
Mattias Borg, Malmkoping friends, Berra, Jan Vrbec, Christcr First, 
Petri Koivisto, Jani M, Petrus Sundholm, Rikard Engstrom, (ionnv 
Axelsson, Roger Hultman, Mikael Oijwall, Anders Nord, Tommy' 
Ask, Mira, Kalle, Micke Engstrand, Roger Nilsson, David Lind, ’ 
Jeff Hansel and Andreas karlsson. 


All living things that give me a reason to care. 

The guvs in die band. 

Everyone who think themselves important (business not included). 
All of you out there giving me this opportunity in life. 

This universe for letting some secrets unknown. 

The wonderful creations of nature... 


I would like to dedicate this album to the loving memory of 
Iris and Yvonne Larsson 









Concept and lyrics by Daniel Gildenlow 

MUSic and. arrangements by Daniel Gildenldw except for the first half 
of Her Voices by Fredrik Heriirtansson and Daniel Gildenldw, and the Once' part 
in the middle of The Perfect Element by Daniel Giidenlow and Johan Langell 
String arrangements by Daniel Gildenldw and Fredrik Hermansson 
Additional Musicians: Mihai Cucu, Camilla Andersson, Fetter Axelssan, 

Gretel Graden and Johnny Bjerk - strings on Used, Morning on Earth, 

Xdioglossia, Her Voices, King of Loss and The Perfect Element 

Artwork, by Daniel Gildenlow/Gildenldw MultiMedia 

PhotOS: Cover front photos by Eiiri Iggsten (children; and Johanna Iggsten (houses). 
Portraits and band photo by Fredrik Hallgren. Other photos by PoS, family members 
or unknown 


The Perfect Elemfnt 


Recorded March-July 2000 at RoastingHouse Recording Studio AB in Malmo, Sweden 
Produced by Anders Theo Theander, Daniel Gildenldw and Pain of Salvation 
Engineered by Theo and Pontus Lindmark 

Mixed at RoastingHouse by Theo, Daniel Gildenldw, Johan Langell and Johan Hallgren 
Mastered at RoastingHouse by Theo, Daniel Gildenldw and Johan Langell 
Original Publishing by RoastingHouse Music AB/Scandinavian Songs Music Group 
Sub-publishing by Limb Music (Europe) 

Management: RoastingHouse Productions AR PO Box 3046. 200 22 Malmo, Sweden 
Web-site: http://www.roa3tinghouse.com 
E-mail: info@roastinghouse.com 


www.painofsalvation.com 
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